LOS ANGELES HERALD SUNDAY SUPPLEMENT. 
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By 

Marg'aret Busbee Shipp 


The Standards of Bakersville 


marry a girl whose queer appearance would constant, somewhat. Intermittent progress of Gus Behman’i 
ly excite comment. With a sudden sense of relief wooing. In Bakersville phraseology, he "rushed” An. 
that he had not yet. committed himself, he went over nabel, but hesitated for months on the brink of com. 
to dance again with Annabel. mltting himself. At the psychic juncture when un- 

On the way home he felt awkward and constrained. wise Mrs. Wyatt had begun to boast of Gus’s atten- 

Madeline was abstracted, and they walked on in si- tions to her daughter, her more astute niece showed a 

ience. As they drew near the house he said, with an sudden indifference, and began to play Ed Davis’ 
evident effort at sang-froid: against him. This piqued Gus into determining to 

"By th,e way, I mentioned that there was something master the situation; and so successful were his ef- 
I wanted to tell you. You and 1 have always been forts that the Behman Supply Company was hence- 

awfully good friends, Madeline, so I’ll confide in you forth to have the privilege of settling pretty Anna- 

that I believe I’m half-way in love with that little bei’s bills — by no means limited, 
flirt of a cousin of yours. You'll help me, won’t you? They had chosen New York for their wedding jour- 
She has an idea I'm in love with you, you know.” ney, and as Mrs. Wyatt was going to town for her 

"I’ll undeceive her," replied Madeline. “Good-night, daughter's first appearance, they generously permitted 
Gus.’’ her to accompany them. 

As the door closed, mingled with his appreciation "It’ll be comforting to know there's somebody from 
of his brilliantly clever ‘exit from his predicament Bakersville to take my last words in case there’s a 
was a realization of the trailing sweetness of Made- wreck.” said the good soul. “Madeline has sent us 
line’s voice. tickets for the first night. She is appearing in a 

“Mother, I’ve a great deal to talk to you about,” stage version of ‘Hypatia.’ ” 
r.ald Madeline, going straight to Mrs. Wyatt's room. “I haven’t had much chance to talk with Madeline 
Quietly she repeated Gus's conversation on the way to yet," said Mrs. Wyatt, when the usher showed her to 
the dance, and on the return. She felt shocked at the the seats where the Behmans were already installed. 
graynes 3 which came into her mother's face. “I suppose she asked all about the wedding?” ques- 

"Oh, mother, don't look like that! I’m glad, glad! tioned Annabel complacently. 

If Gus had asked me to marry him, I should have "She was so busy, I guess that’s why she forgot,” 
said yes because I knew your heart was set upon it— apologized the mother, 
but I didn't, want to. To-night I had a long talk with "How does she look?" 

Mrs. Gilvery. She kept looking at me, and then she "Well, I don’t think New York clothes are hecom- 

asl.ed me to come and sit by her. Mother, it is all so ing to her, they are so awfully plain. I’ve sent her a 
wonderful. She wishes me to go back to New York good allowance, but I guess Mrs. Gilvery’s a poor 
with her. 1 told her how I have always longed to go manager. None of the child’s frocks have much trlm- 
on the stage, and she believes I can, if I work hard.” ming; I must touch them up a bit. Some embroidered 
And in the end Mrs. Wyatt, consented. grapes down the front of her best dress would help 

To Madeline, who had never before left Bakers- it wonderfully." 
ville, New YorTi was a bewildering puzzle, and then The curtain rose on a street scene In Alexandria, 
a growing fascination. Perhaps every hour of her with all the faithfulness of detail and lavish perfec- 
life brought deepening appreciation of the generosity tlon of setting which mark the master of stage craft, 
and Insight of the great-hearted woman who had be- Pupils, philosophers and followers thronged the mar- 
friended her. She met friends of Mrs. Gllvery’s, with ble steps of the lecture-room, discussing in a frag- 
names that glittered in electric lights and were em- mentary fashion the tension between governor and 
blazoned upon billboards, and their friendliness de- bishop, while they waited In growing Impatience for 
lighted her and developed her. The difference in her the coming of their divinity. 

dress was one of the earliest sources of comfort to the Mrs. Wyatt was conscious of overwhelming, slck- 
girl. Her great coils of hair were arranged natural- enlng disappointment as her daughter came on the 
ly, the high-heeled shoes were discarded, and gowns stage. Surely as leading lady she ought to be priv- 

. ileged to wear fine clothes and a curly, brown wig— 

Twilight fell Into darkness. There 


most amusing, a girl was seated at the end of the 
room, while her partner brought up half a dozen 
men, to each of whom she gave an apple. The first 
one who could eat his applo and asked In a clear, un- 
choked voice, "May I have the honor?” danced with 
the girl. 

Gus was one of the candidates, and rather to his 
own surprise finished his apple first. He saw black 
wrath In Ed Davis’ face, as the latter choked over bis 
pippin, with the prize already lost. 

"Ed’s furious," whispered Annabel, as she and Gus 
glided over the floor. 

"Because I finished first?" 

Her voice dropped a bit lower, shyly. Her pretty 
brown head was very near hia shoulder. 

"He saw that I gave you the smallest apple." 

Flattered Gus forgot the warnings of Adam and 
Paris, and that from time immemorial the apple has 
been the fruit of temptation. 

“We ought to be awfully good friends,” went on 
Annabel, looking up at him with big, blue eyes. It 
was nice to have a girl look up at you, not to have 
her eyes on a level with yours. "I guess we’ll be 
cousins 6ome day. Aunt Effle has been telling us how 
often you come to see Madeline, that you’re just 
around there all the time. Somehow you and I have 
never happened to see much of each other, but it will 
be different after we are kin, won’t it? I haven't 
any brother, and you can advise me, and tell me 
what you think of my men friends— won’t you, Cousin 
Gus? You know I have such confidence in your 
judgment of people.” 

The music stopped, and some one claimed Annabel 
before Gus could frame a reply. 

Madeline had few partners; she was oftener in her 
scat than any girl In the room, while Annabel was 
besieged with applicants. Gus was standing gloomily 
by the wall during an intermission, in which Mrs. 
Wyatt had borne her daughter off to the dressing- 
room for certain repairs to the coiffure, when he 
overheard a stranger speaking. It was Mrs. Gilvery, 
who, after a long and successful career on the stage, 
had returned to see the little town of her nativity. 

“Who is that girl who has just passed? The one 
with the wonderful nose. I mean?" 

"That's poor Madeline Wyatt,” replied the woman 
questioned. "So plain, isn’t she? I, too, have no- 


He paid Madeline but little public attention, probably 
he asked himself what was the use of taking a girl 
to a ball whom the other fellows wouldn’t dance with! 
He escorted her to the occasional plays which enme 
to their town, because he enjoyed hearing her quick 
appreciation of any good point, or her criticism and 
suggestion. On these occasions It was trying to fee) 
that he was being pitied as generally as Annabel 
Bridgers’ escort was being envied. Yet, somehow, he 
lilted Madeline, he even liked to look at her! This 
secretly alarmed him. He feared It might be a sign 
that he was falling in love with her. He was a care- 
ful and scrupulous youth, inclined to be stout, and 
he liked to keep hit hand on tha pulse of his emo- 
tions. 

The only son of Its richest merchant, Gus was re- 


mained as flagrantly straight as it was lnaispuuiuiy 
red. When Madeline was older her mother braided It 
Into Innumerable small plaits at night to make It 
ripple next day. 

Trying to fall asleep one night, a process hindered 
in spite of her perfect health, by the discomfort 
caused by the many braids, Madeline overheard her 
mother in plaintive monologue. Her name, by the 
way, was of her mother's choosing; her father called 
her Lina. 

“John, I Just don’t know what to do about dancing- 
school. I took Madeline this afternoon, and dressed 
her as sweetly as could be, though it is very hard to 
find anything becoming to her (now I could always 
wear any color) and the boys simply wouldn’t, dance 
with her. Madeline seemed absorbed in the music, 
and stood there, as unconscious as if she was in our 
back yard, swaying with the music and taking all 
sorts of queer steps she must have made up herself. 

Some of the girls began to laugh, and Gus Behman 
saldi 'I think her dancing looks real pretty,’ and they 
all made fun of him, and the boys said he liked 
green-eyed girls and teased him so he wouldn’t dance 
with her, and none of the boys did — and I was so mor- 
tified!” 

“1 hope she had sense enough not to let a fool row K>rdod as the catch of Bakersville, and he had a 
of giggling boys spoil her good time. proper sense of the responsibilities of his position. 

"She will never be a belle, moaned Mrs. Wyatt. Annabel Bridgers, In appearance almost exactly what 

"Belle!” echoed Mr. Wyatt, with something re- j,er aun ^ ]j a( j b een twenty years before, was the 
aembllng a snort, "I’m glad she won’t. If my front town’s acknowledged belle, but Gus secretly opined 
steps were always swarming with small boys like that he could give the other fellows a close call if he 
Major Bridgers’, I’d — I’d use Insect powder to scatter had a mind to the running. 

’em!" Annabel had a birtfeday, and she determined to 

"Annabel Bridgers has a way with her, all the celebrate It with particular pomp — something even 
boys like her,” pursued Mrs. Wyatt. “It Is strange gayer than progressive euchre. 

that my niece should resemble me more than my ’Tve decided on a German. Whom shall I put with 
own daughter. From the time I was fourteen. It Madeline, Aunt Effle?" she asked. “On each boy ’a 
was Just that way with me. All the boys In Bakers- Invitation I’m writing the name of the girl I want 
ville ” him to take." 

Yes, yes, I know," Interrupted her husband, has- "Oh, put her with Gus. He drops In once or twice 
Hly. “But, my dear, it Is enough to have married a a week.” 
belle; I don’t want to be the father of one." "As often as that?” 

Alas, Madeline, never again heard urged this point "Yes, indeed, maybe oftener." 
of view, which would have contributed so much to Annabel said nothing. She could not understand 
her peace of mind In the years that followed! For why Gus should be the only one of the young men 
Mr. Wyatt died, and his widow’s narrowed Interests who seamed oblivious to her charms. He couldn’t 
concentrated on her daughter. be really In love with that long, lanky Madeline; per- 

Tho years before her marriage, when It was a fore- haps he was Just shy, and using her cousin as a Mind; 
gone conclusion that any voting contest for the pret- perhaps he needed a HI tie encouragement, 
tlest girl In Bakersville,” or “the most popular young Poor Mrs. Wyatt outdid all her previous efforts on 
lady In town” would register an additional triumph Madeline's ball-gown. From waist to hem it was a 
lor Effie Bridgers shone in undimmed glory In Effle mass of organdie ruffles, and every ruffle had the lace 


ED’S FURIOUS, 


WHISPERED ANNABEL. 


the cathedral 
was no light save the rays shed by the altar candlea 
on the white Crucifix. Far oft there came a dull, 
hoarse cry, strangely In contrast with the peaceful 
evensong of the monks. It grew and deepened Into 
that appalling, Inhuman undertone which means the 
blood-thirst, horrible to hear from a pursuing pack 
of wolves, but more awful, more unnatural, from a 
mob of frenzied human beings. They were driving 
their quarry to the church; their raucous yells echoed 
from the vaulted roof as they swept her up to the 


member in good standing. Though she tabooed paint 
aud povder, mechanical beautifiers invariably tempt- 
ed her. There was a memorable July In which she 
insisted that Madeline should sleep in a rubber face 
nia.sk, but mask, flesh-brushes and electric appliances 
failed to give to the girl's cheeks the famous color 
that characterized the erstwhile Belle of Bakersville. 

Madeline bore these experiments patiently and 
passively, because she loved her mother dearly. Hers 
was a sweet nature, for even tho realization of hope- 
less homeliness, which had filled her soul with hu- 
rr.l’.ity, had not emblttcrod her. Her chief source of 
pleasure lay In those village epidemics called amateur 
performances. 

“Why is Madeline always given the nicest part?” 
Annabel complained, not recognizing that her cousin 
kad redeemed the character from the commonplace. 

The one drop of comfort in Mrs. Wyatt's cup was 
that Gus Behman came regularly to see hep daughter. 


SHE SUDDENLY TURNED AND FACED HER PURSUERS. 


The happy tears were running down Mrs. Wyatt's 
cheeks. A cub reporter rushed by to write his copy. 

“The most beautiful creature in the world!” they 
heard him exclaim. 

“I always thought ” began Gus, and stopped. 

Annabel was sticking in her hatpins with unneces- 
sary vigor, and he knew that was a danger signal. 

“Tastes differ.” she snapped. ”1 am glad to say the 
standards of Bakersville are very different from those 
of New York.” 


ticed what an odd nose she has; it looks like the 
pictures in ancient history— so old-fshioned! There 
isn’t another like it in Bakersville.” 

"I doubt if there is another like it in the world,” 
returned Mrs. Gilvery emphatically. 

Gus moved away. Yes, Madeline was a good girl, 
and he liked her voice, but it would be incongruous 
for the only son of the Behman Supply Company to 


THE FOILING OF LYDIA 


Next Week 


Porter Emerson Browne 
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